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arms, and fairly danced about the room for 
joy. 

“ My true, noble wife,”’ he exclaimed, admir- 
ingly, ‘thank Heaven that you see life at last 
as it is !—real and earnest—practical, not theo- 
retical. Ido not want to make a drudge of my 
wife, but if she could only direct her servants, 
and order her household, how very happy I 
should be.” 

Well, reader, we did not:go to the party that 
night, for my dress was unpresentable, and I had 
neither time nor inclination to purchase another. 
But the ensuing morning saw John and I en 
route for Millville, the residence of Aunt Lucy, 
by whom we were reccived with so cordial a wel- 
come that the tears of shame came to my eyes 
when I remembered how long I had neglected 
this excellent woman. She entered into my 
project for reform with a hearty zeal, which in 
due season proclaimed its legitimate effects. 

I learned the science of housekeeping. It was 
a hard and weary task, and cost me many an 
ache and pain, besides innumerable blisters, con- 
tusions and calluses but through much tribula- 
tion my object was accomplished. And at the 
end of a year, John and I again undertook house- 
keeping. We had three servants, all of them 
quite as refractory as Ann or Peggy, but they 
had a mistress who was capable of directing their 
efforts, and who was not alarmed by their threats 
of “ giving notice,” because she knew that, if 
necessary, she could provide for the wants of her 
household with her own hands. And, in clos- 
ing, permit me to say to all young ladies contem- 
plating marriage, don’t do it until you have 
learned to superintend a household. 

ne a 
ENEMIBS. 

Have you enemies? Go straight on and mind 
them uot. If they block up your path, walk 
around them and do your duty regardless of their 
spite. A man who has no enemies, is seldom 
good for anything—he is made of that kind of 
material which is so easily worked that every one 
hasahand in it. A sterling character—one who 
thinks for himself, and speaks what he thinks, is 
always sure to have enemies. They are as ne- 
cessary to him as fresh air; they keep him alive 
and active. A celebrated character, who was 
surrounded by enemies, used to remark: ‘“ They 
are sparks which, if you do not blow, will go out 
of themselves.” Let this be your feeling, while 
endeavoring to live down the scandal of those 
who are bitter against you. If you stop to dis- 
pute, you do but as they desire, and open the 
way for more abuse. Let the poor fellows talk— 
there will be but re-action, if you perform your 
duty, and hundreds who were once alienated from 


you, will flock to you and acknowledge their error. 
GP OG rer 


Sorrow points out to us truths just as the night 
brings out the stars. | 


THE MEXICAN LOVER. 


[onrervaL.] é e 


THE MEXICAN LOVER. 
From the Note-Book of an American Officer. 


BY LT. FRANK JAMESON. 


Tue heat of the day was almost insufferable. 
There was not the vestige of a cloud in the 
heavens, to shield it from the fierce rays of the 
burning tropical sun; and the faint breeze which 
came slowly and languidly from the mountains, 
was more an aggravation than otherwise. Fa- 
tigued by the long gallop of the morning, the 
troop was proceeding with broken ranks, at a 
leisurely pace; and its leader, myself, having 
gained a hundred yards upon it, was taking the 
opportunity for a few moments’ rest and shade, 
beneath a roadside palm. 

Our present duty was the most harassing that 
our mounted soldiers were called upon to per- 
form, during the war. A band of guerillas had 
for some time hung upon the flank of the army, 
upon its march, rendering itself as obnoxious to 
the natives, by its plunderings and rapacities, as 


to our own forces, by its annoyances. My troop 


had been detailed early in the morning, to scour 
the country in search of the depredators; and, 
if possible, to bring them to a decisive engage- 
ment. The first part of our task had thus far 
been performed; the second was not 60 easily 
accomplished. Although in the saddle since 
daylight, we had found nothing of the marauders ; 


‘and, with the natural flagging of energy, I was 


about to order a halt, when the incident occurred 
which I commenced to describe. 

The troop had arrived opposite the tree under 
which I was reclining, while my horse cropped 
the grass beyond ; when a wild tumult of voices, 
followed by the discharge of carbines, and a 
thrilling female shrieky came in quick succession 
to our ears. To spring to my saddle was the 
work of an instant; and ordering the troop to 
close up behind me, I started in a rapid trot down 
the road. 

“The guerillas! the guerillas!” ran from lip 
to lip; and the eager looks and nervous rattling 
of bridles and holsters spoke of the excitement 
which the name ‘aroused. 

The thick growth of shrubbery upon our left 
indicated our proximity to a villa; and a repeti- 
tion of the ominous sounds which had at first 
greeted us, assured me that violence was being 
done to its occupants. 

“Forward!” was my excited command; and 
the word went from rank to rank in wild repeti. 
tion. A gate, torn from its fastenings, lay in the 
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road ; and spurring up the avenue of palms into 
which it had opened, we swept in upon such a 
scene of violence as I never wish to witness 
again. 

A pleasant verandahed country house was em- 
bowered among the trees, completely hidden 
from view from the road ; and around this, the 
guerillas had dismounted, and were now engaged 
in their nefarious work. Several of them were 
trying to fire the house ; more were stripping the 
ornaments and valuables from the dead bodies of 
the household (as I supposed), whom their mur- 
derous volleys had slain ; while, in the centre of 
the scene, a dozen of the ruffianly savages were 
assisting their leader in tearing a beautiful Mexi- 
can girl, who struggled wildly in their grasp, 
from a wounded youth over whom she bent in 
tearful solicitude. | 

Such was the aspect of affairs, as we gained 
_ the spot. With a startling hurrah, we bore 
down upon the terrified and flying ladrones, 
sabreing and pistolling right and left. Their rout 
was instant and complete; full half were slain 
outright, more were forced to surrender; and 
what few were able to gain their horses and fly, 
were closely pursued by a number of my troop. 
The leader of the band—a ferocious, brutal-ap- 
pearing ruffian—had fallen at our first discharge, 
and now lay close to the wounded youth whom I 
have mentioned, a look of baffled rage distorting 
his dead features. 

A brief examination of the house and its sur- 
roundings showed that all of the household, save 
these two, had been slain; and their bodies were 
scattered where the guerillas had left them, around 
the yard. The wounded youth still lay where he 
had been struck down; and I discovered, to my 
astonishment and regret, upon approaching, 
that he was an American, and one, who, as an 
attache of our colonel, had commanded general 
love and esteem, from the boyish frankness and 
affection of his heart. But his moments were 
evidently now numbered ; a ghastly wound trav- 
ersed his temple, and he seemed insensible of 
all that was passing around him. 

From him, my eyes turned to the beautiful 
Mexican. She had thrown herself upon the 
ground by his side, after being released from the 
hands of the guerillas; and twining her bare 
arms around his neck, she passionately kissed 
him, again and again, her black hair sweeping 
over his pale, fair cheek. Her broken accents, as 
she implored him in what little of his own lan- 
guage she could command, to open his eyes and 
speak to her, would have acquainted me with the 
story of the fearful scene, even had I not sur- 


mised it before. The guerilla leader had evident-. 
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ly been a discarded lover of the well-nigh frantic 
girl; and maddened with jealousy, he had at- 
tempted to gratify his revenge, and abduct the 
maiden, by one bold stroke. In the ‘first he had 
succeeded too well; the second, our timely arri- 
val had prevented. 

Our surgeon was, during this time, examining _ 
the pulse of the youth; and as he rose from his 
hopeless task, the girl turned upon him an ap- 
pealing look of dispar. The surgeon sorrow- 
fully shook his head. 

“ He is already dead!” was his reply. 

I have seen deep and powerful grief; but nev- 
er such as that simple announcement called forth. 
In its first wild tumult, she cast herself upon the 
dead body of her lover, and besought him to 


“come back to life; and then, as the first paroxysm 


passed, she sat motionless by him, the picture of 
despairing grief, holding his hands in hers, her 
eyes riveted upon his face, while bitter tears 
coursed rapidly down her own. | 

“I could have borne it that they should die,” 
she murmured in Mexican, and her eyes were 
turned for the first time to the bodies of her -kin 
dred; “but Paul, dear Paul—O God, let me die, 
too !”” 

A rush of blood from her mouth interrupted 


-her, and she fell forward upon the corpse of her 


lover. Surprised beyond measure, I raised her 
up; and, horrified at the conviction, discovered 
that she, too, was dead! 

The mystery, however, if such it could be call- 
ed, was quickly solved. The devoted girl had 
herself received a mortal wound from the volley 
of the guerillas ; but overpowering anxiety for 
the fate of her lover had prevented her from be- 
traying its effects, or even from knowing it her- 
self, until the moment of her death. 

We buried them in one grave, sadly and sol- 
emnly ; and after also interring the other victims 
of the guerillas’ foray, we resumed our saddles, 
and, with our prisoners took the road upon our 
return to the main army. 


TIMB AND BTERNITY. 

The following anecdote, illustrative of the 
character cf the late a Parsons, is, both in 
thought and language, sublime. A gentleman, 
by the name of Time, had been concerned in a 
duel, when the ball of his antagonist struck his 
watch and remained there. It saved his life. 
The watch was afterwards exhibited, with the 
ball remaining in it, in a company where Judge 
Parsons was present. It was observed, by sever- 
al, that it was a valaable watch. ‘ Yes,” said 
Parsons, “very excellent, it has kept Zime from - 
eternity.” 

a Ge enon 

The dead are images cut into the earth; the 

living, images raised upon it. 


